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brother of the woman to whom Moore a few hours later
was to send his last message. When thirty years later
men criticised with idle censure the life of Lady Hester
Stanhope, they forgot how much she had suffered before
they had been born. Austerlitz had broken the heart
of her illustrious uncle; her lover and her brother
slept on the battle-field of Corunna.

The advance of the Fiftieth and Forty-Second from
the ridge had left a gap in that part of the line of battle.
Turning to one of his staff, Moore directed him to ride
back to the reserve and bring up a battalion of Guards
to fill the vacant place; then noticing that some com-
panies of the Forty-Second had got into confusion and
were falling back, he called out to that regiment to
"remember Egypt," and reminded "his brave High-
landers " that they had " still their bayonets left." It
was at this moment that a round shot from the battery
on the height struck him. The hurtle and crash of the
ball made the cream-coloured charger plunge into the
air, and the rider fell backward to the ground, but so
firm had been his seat that those who were looking on
did not believe the shot had struck, so quietly did he
seem to fall. This impression was further strength-
ened when they saw the tall figure half rise from the
ground, while his look sought the enemy's ranks with
the same calm and intent expression which his face
had before worn. But though no sound or sign of
suffering seemed to come between the General's mental
consciousness and the battle before him, all the worst
hurt that shot can do to poor humanity had been done.
The left shoulder had been shattered, the arm hung by
a shred, and the flesh and muscles of breast and side had